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fest not only in externals but in the mood of those
around him. Kapurthala is a fragment of France
transposed to the foot of the Himalayas.
Two days before we left, a ceremonial parade of
three thousand Sikhs took place before the palace.
They came now, as every year they come, to mani-
fest their devotion to our host, whom they regard
as one of their religious hierarchs. For two days I
had noticed them in the public gardens surrounding
the bazaar where they hold their annual meeting ;
grouped round a tent, they were listening to a priest
who, seated beneath a canopy, was reading out their
Scriptures. The congregation repeated certain pas-
sages in unison, intoning the responses in a minor
key.
On the parade day they were due to assemble
after lunch, at about three. When we left the
dining-room I saw over a thousand yellow-turbaned
men already mustered at one end of the palace;
bearing pennons and large standards, they had
formed up round a State elephant lent for the occa-
sion, on whose back, in a silver howdah, rode the
high priest with the Holy Book. The Maharaja of
Kapurthala with his retinue joined us on the balcony
where we were standing, and the procession began.
They marched past in separate contingents, each
group with its own standard, its band and a buffoon.
The buffoons came last, forming the connecting-
links between each group and that behind it.
Some of them carried big drums and progressed
wheel-wise, head over heels, banging the drum in
rhythm with each somersault; one was an old man
walking on his hands. In some cases the buffoon
had enlisted three or four companions, and engaged
with them in comic wrestling-bouts and fencing-
matches.